*    The Tartar Embassy    *
'You think my title's as good as Alaungsithu's?'
asked the King, anxious to hear the assurance again.

'Better/ replied the cleric promptly. 'Apter and mote
compact. The great Alaungsithu's sprawls somewhat/
'That is true. I could, of course, have given myself a
longer screed, but I forebore. Kings should be modest;
one should not sprawl when one is great.3

'Of course not. Your Majesty's style, as it stands, is
very telling. I hear the Tartar embassy was much im-
pressed by it.'

The girls poured out wine. One of them, on whom
Panthagu's hair-killer had been very successful, gave
him a certain look as she filled his cup.

'You have just alluded to the embassy/ observed the
King. 'I am glad you did. I have been feeling rather put
out all day. You heard, I suppose, what happened in
audience this morning. General Kiluken wore his field
boots/ He decided to say nothing about the letter. He
would take his stand on the general's rudeness.

Panthagu's face expressed astonishment and annoy-
ance. 'I heard nothing of that/ he replied. In point of
fact the episode had been reported to him within the
hour.

cYes, he wore his boots, and his sword. He did not
even bow. He just leered.'

'The Tartars are barbarians. Your Majesty, I pre-
sume, has ordered some punishment?' Panthagu knew
it was a delicate situation and that Queen Saw wanted
an agreement. If he could bend the King the other way,
it would be proof of his power. He was quite irrespon-
sible. Motioning to the girls to fill the King's cup again,
he repeated his question.
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